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P\ ...AAtP SO STARTS CHAPTERHTHe NlGKTfMPS: 




REMEMBER DEAR READER ? THE HORROR 
OF 5AD.61CK DREAMS; REMEMBER HOW YOU 
WAKE UP BUT CAN'T SIIKf AWAKE? 




^^TCOME ON 5ERLE . , . 
W WAKE UP YOU STUPIO 
■ LOUT... WHAT'S THE 
^^WATTER WITH YOU*? 





The dream goes on and on and on. the 
never enpins clatter of shutters will 
wake him every few minutes, before lons 
he will 6tart to remember 1 he will 
remember that he thought he wa6 awake,., 
amp the dream will go on. amd 600n 
he'll believe that he'll n£ver wake 
up— and perhaps he won't 1 




The dream goes on and on for rodney serle 
but does it really q [5 that only how it appears 
to a man near complete mental collapse ? 
rodney serle dreamed the dream of dreams.. . 
the nightmare from which he could not 
awake ...the nightmare in which he knew he 
was asleep but could do nothing' 

... nothing, save accept and suffer the torture... 
the anguish of knowing it was time that 
tortured him. ..only time! until he began to 
wonder whether he would ever wake upl 



WELL NOW WE'RE ^ 
FOR IT. ..REALLY 
IN FOR IT! WE'VE MADE 
FOOLISH BLUNDERS 
BEFORE BUT IT LOOKS 
WE'VE REALLY 
PONE IT THIS 
TIME)! 
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alb.' /^ IT **EAN5 THE 
WSWjisJ JUNKHEAP FOR US... 
■JBM ROBOT TECHNICIANS 
WW ARE PUMPEP WHEN 
Ijdl THEY ARE 

" ^Sk. irresponsible! 
IF '' I1W n *i 


jffv, |m 1 
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r WELL,LET'STAKEA ^ 

' LOOK AT WHAT HE'S DOING! IF 1 

WE FOLLOW HIS ACTIONS WE ! 

^MAY BESAVEP FROM POOMl J 




THIS HOUSE... USED BY THE 
ANCIENT ONES AS 

HEADQUARTERS FOR THEIR 
^CONTOXOF HUMAN IMAGINATION.. 

"control OF IMAGINATION.THAT'S 
' PUTTING IT MILDLY!! UNTIL THIS 
CENTURY, MAN WAS 50 RIDDEN 
WITH SUPERSTITION THAT THE 
BLACK ARTS...JHE INCREDIBLE 
ACTS PERMITTED BY IHBANCIBNT 
,_CW£5 SINCE MANKIND'S BIRTH.. 
r WERE TREATED 
. WITH RESPECT.. 



THIS MADE THE BLACK MASIC] 
OP THE ANCIENT ONES MUCH 
MORE DIFFICULT FOR THEM TO 
PERFOM... BECAUSE 
EVERYONE KNEW 





AND NOW THAT 
THEY'VE DEVISED THIS 
DREAM FACTORY TO 
] CONTROL DREAMS AND 
NIGHTMARES, THEY CAN 
CONTROL PEOPLE'S 
ATTITUDES TOWARDS THE 
BLACK ARTSl 



HYPNOSUWE" 
BOW TO YOU 

ANCIENT ONE. . 
I VIE OFFER YOU 

our lives/:' . 



FOR NONE TO BELIEVE 
IN IT! THEN THEY CAN WRECK 1 
HAVOC ON MANKIND AND MEN 1 
WON'T KNOW WHY!! MEN 
WON'T BE ABLE TO FIGHT IT 
AS THEY DID IN 
CENTURIES PAST... 
WITH WITCHBURNINGS : 
AND PERSECUTIONS!/' 




I AM YOUR LIVES YOU 
/ WORTHLESS CONGLOMORATES 1 
I OF SCRAP METAL!! WHO 
IS RESPONSIBLE FOR 
v THIS ...THIS SERLE MAN 
NOT BEING MONITORED?? 
, THE ENTIRE ' ' 
OPERATION IS NOW 
IN JEOPARDY 
BECAUSE OF 
SOMEONE'S 
STUPIDITY... 



. .. WHENIFINDl 

/ OUT WHO 

ALLOWED THIS, 

IT'LL BE OFF 

WITH THEIR 

HEADS I 



TO BE BURieO ALIVE IS, BE/OND QUESTION, THE MOST 
TERRIFIC OF EXTREMES WHICH HAS EVER FALLEN TO THE 
LOT OF MERE MAN... THAT IT HAS FREQUENTLY FALLEN 
WILL SCARCELY BE OEN/EO THOSE WHO THINK— FOR AT 
BEST. THE BOUNDARIES WHICH DIVIDE LIFE FROMDEATH 
ARE SHADOWY AMD VAGUE/ 




ANOTHER FAMOUS CASE OF 
PREMATURE BURIAL WAS REPORTED 
IN MANY PAPERS - THE CASE OF THE 
ARTILLERY OFFICER, A MAM OF 
GIGANTIC STATURE AND OF ROBUST 
HEALTH... WHO FELL FROM HIS 
HORSE AMD SMASHED HIS HEAD 
UPON THE GROUND... CAUSING 
WHAT WAS THOUGHT TO BE 
A SKULL FRACTURE. 



AS IS THE NORMAL CUSTOM-- THE DOCTORS BLED 
THE IMPURE BLOOD FROM HIS SYSTEM IN AM 
ATTEMPT TO SAVE HIS LIFE... BUTIT WAS FOR NO 
GOOD PURPOSE... FORTHE SOLDIER 600NOIEO... 





TOR THE LAST FIVE QMS I'VE BEEN COMPLETED 
ALIVE AND AWARE OF WHAT WAS ©DINS ON 
AROUHDME... I TRIED TO MOVE... TOSPEAK.. 

BUT I WAS HELPLESS... — ^ 

^T..WHEN I WAS INTHEGRAVff I STRUGGLED 
TO MOVE THE LIO AND THE EARTH... AND 
SUCCEEDED IN A SMALL DEGREE... BUT THEN 
I FAINTED AGAIN... AND WHEN I WAS BROUGHT 
HERE I KNEW I AHO TO SPEAK... BECAUSE I 

KNEW THAT NEXT iOJ WOULD DISSECT ME 
PCST-MOKTSmOPeRATtON' 




BL1T ENOUGH HISTORIES... I TELL THEM TO YOU 
ONLY AS PROOFS OF SUCH MAO OCCURENCES... 
PERHAPS THE NEWSPAPERS QUOTED THOSE 
EXPERIENCES INCORRECTLY... WHO KNOWS?... I 
ONLY KNOW THAT THE GROTESQUE TALE THAT I 
TELL YOU NOW IS THE ABSOLUTE TRUTH... 

...I KNOW, BECAUSE IT HAPPENED TO ME... 



LIKE THOSE OTHERS... I TOO AM FREQUENTLY SUBJECTED TO HORRIBLE 
ATTACKS OF CATALEPSY... f*LLINS SUDDENLY INTO DEATH-LIKE 
FAINTS, WHERE TO ALL CONCERNED, EXCEPT ME, I APPEAR QEAD 




IT DID MOT TAKE ME LONG TO DECIDE THAT SOMETHIMQ 
SERIOUS CONCERNING MY PO$St8l£ AND ACCIDENTAL 
DEATH MUST 6E OONB.. 




I WAS TOSSED ABOUT LIKE A FEATHER IN STOPM 
WHOSE FURY HATED MY SOUL - - IT RIPPED AND 
TORE AT THE RIGGING AROUND WE- FUCKING 
ITS ANGRfTONGUB UNTIL AN OVERHANGING 
YARDARM STRUCK ME UPON THE BACK OF THE NBCK.. 




W SOD / CAN'T MOVE ... ITS SO CRfiMPEQ... <3ETTlMG 
i«MO TO BREATHES... AIR'S SOSTIFFLING NOT: 

^^. MERCIFUL HEAVENS . ..THERE 
IS NO WAtOUT...£'M TRAPPED. 
eURieo UNDERGROUND. 
NEVER SB ABIE TO DIG 
MYSELF OUT... NEVER... 
MUST RIP OFF BANDAGE- 




- - - bon't miss 'em at 

Umt'U turn into 

a degenerate UegetaHe ... 



THIS 



IS,THE NEVER-TD-BE FORGOTTEN LIBRARY OF 




CRIME 

D^]Z^(g[K]DK][^ 



-yj£J MACHINE 

Pjjjpj 



mm 



. CAN ANY LIVING PERSON FORGET THE 
BIKE-RIDING SUPERHERO.. . THE HE L L-RIDER 

. SCRIPTED BY GROTESQUE GARY FRIED- 
RICH? ONLY SOMEONE WHO HAS NEVER SEEN 
THIS POWERFUL AND DYNAMIC CREATION 
WOULD DOUBT THAT THESE TWO AND ONLY 
TWO ISSUES ARE PRICELESS COLLECTORS 
EDITIONS WHICH HAVE GOTTA BE IN EVERY 
BOOKSHELF ... IF THEY AREN'T IN YOURS 
THEY CAN BE NOW! 




. . . CAN ANY DEAD PERSON EVER FORGET 
THE GUTTERS CHOKED WITH BLOOD - THE 
EXTREME YET NONCHALANT VIOLENCE 
IN THE RAW AND MAD CRIME MACHINE? 
PROBABLY NOT . . . ONLY SOMEONE WHO 
HAS ACTUALLY SEEN THIS MAGAZINE OF 
INCREDIBLY STUPID PUNKS WOULD REALIZE 
IT DOESN'T BELONG ON ANY BOOKSHELF 
BUT THAT'S OKAY . . . YOU CAN PUT IN 
YOURS IF YOU ORDER NOWI 



. GET EM DIRECT 



. . . ORDER NOW AND RECEIVE TOTALLY FREE Z BENT. USED ONLY ONCE, SHINY 
METAL STAPLES WHICH WILL MAKE YOUR PSYCHO AND NIGHTMARE AND HELL- 
RIDER AND CRIME-MACHINE BACK ISSUES STAND-RIEHT-OUT DN YOUR LIBRARY 
BOOKSHELVES ... 



WHATEVER HAPPENED IN THE SKULL FOREST OF OLD EARTH? . I'"" 11 "" EAR™ w!lL 
™ L 'Vh L ! T^CO^T^L^ « 




IDDEN AND A HOPELESS DEGENERATE VEGETABLE 



. . . DD YOU REALLY WANT THAT TD HAPPEN? DD YDU RttLLY WANTTD BE- 
COME TOTALLY BED-RIDDEN AND A HOPELESS DEGENERATE VEGETABLE? 





THE ARCHAIC PUBLISHER — 
SKYWALD PUBLISHING CORPORATION 
IB EAST 41 ST STREET, RM 15D1 
NEW YORK, N.Y., 1DDI7 



DEAR ARCHAIC PUBLISHER ... I WOULD LIKE 
TD COMPLETE MY COLLECTION DF YOUR ARCHAIC 
MAGAZINES, AND HAVE SCRAMBLED AROUND IN 

MY PDCKET, DRAINING IT OF ffi, _ WHICH 

I'VE ENCLOSED FOR . . . 

NIGHTMARE _1 -2 _3 _B — 9 —1 —11 
12 _13 —14 .ANNUAL —WINTER SPECIAL 
PSYCHO _2 _3 _4 -S _9 —ID —11 

_12 —13 _14 —ANNUAL 

HELL-RIDER 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY AND ALL ELSE 

I ENCLOSE ALSO SD.35 POSTAGE AND HAND- 
LING, WHICH, UNFORTUNATELY, I REALIZE " 
NECESSARY EVIL 



— 1 _Z CRIME-MACHINE —1 —2 





IT IS THE HOi/A OP 
MfPMtSHT/ IT 13 AN 
UOi/ff OF ttOAAORf 
ANP TO THE COV€N 
OF GMeYWOOP TOWN, 
IT IS AN HOUR OF 
SAC/9/F/CF/ THE 
FOLLOWERS OF THE 
GOPPeSSKOTH CHANT 
FRENZIEPLy AS 
MAWSA.., THEIR 

- PKe/sress... raises 

THE ORB AT 
SACGlFfCtAC AXFf 






53F^P 




The coif a' of koth trembles with 
anticipation as SOULLGSS £Y£S stare/ 
sloop oozss from the victim's severep 
nec*, spills across the crude alter, 

THEN POURS POWN Tiyo CHfS£L£0 
HOLES... 




.„ HOLES l_e*P!NG 

WHERE THE RICH BLOOP 
DRIPS INTO TWO 

GOL&£Af soecers 

SOON GX/MMWG 
WITH IT.' 




I GLAP YOU ARRIVEP IN ANSWER 
TO MY LETTER SO SOON, GLEN 
THATCHER/ FDR WHAT X WROTE 
YOU SOUNPS MCR£0/8CE, BUT 
IT IS THE TfMfrtt/ GREYWOOP IS 
AT THE MERCY OF A CtttT OF 
VAMP/RES.,. WHO PRACTICE THE 
REl/Q/afl/ 



GOOD CORDS 
I YOU'RE REALLY 
I SER/0O5/ YOUR 

BUSINESS IS 

KiLLlNG 

, MMP/RES/ 



THE GREYWOOP COVEN SACR/F/CE TO 
THE BLOOP-60PPESS KOTH EACH 
N/6HT/ PAMY WE DISCOVER 
PICAPITEP CORPSES PRAINEP OF 
BLOOD' THE WORSHIPPERS ARE LEP 
BY AN 1/fitPEAP BEA&ry NAMED 
MAR/SA/ THAT'S All I'VE LEARNEP, 
*- _ THATCHER/ ,^ 




. . CAN'" . . . 

SEE HOW PEADty 

sewous i am? 

A CULT OF YAMP/RES 
EXISTS HERE, ANPT 
MUST DESTROY fTS 
NOW LET US GET 
SETT LEP AT AN MW 
DUSK APPROACHES/ 



THATCHER.' T-THE... 
PfiteSTSSS... MfifitSAf 

TONIGHT HER... New 

wct/m... youR . 

FRIEND PHtUP/ 




" I-I HEARD 'EM 
WMfSPER OF...TH' OLD 
C8RGMORE ESTATE... 

ON TM' EDGE 0* TOWN/ 

F- FOLKS SAY IT'S... 

MAUNTEPf 

THIS LOOKS LIKE IT. 
PHILIP MUST BE 
IN.SIPE.' HOPE THE 

sacrificial R/res 

HAVEN'T BEGUN YET.' 
SLAP I BOUGHT MY 
BAG/ I'LL MAKE 
SOME PREC/fUT/ONS 
BEFORE I GO tA/S 



THATCHER EXPLORES THE MANSION, THEN 
DESCENDS A GLOOM? STA/RCASE TO THE 
CELLAR... DISCOVERING SfX Of>0N 
COFFMS WHICH REVEAL THE CORPSES 
OF THE LHV&&A0S 

the Gxeywooo 

COVEM.' LYING 
WHERE NO SUN- 
_ L/G//T CAN REACH 
THEM.' IN SOME KINP 
OF TRANCE:/ I'LL 
DESTROY THEM ONCE 
I FREE /W/t/g/ 





THATCHERS At/Af /S 
NUM0E& BY THE 
GRUESOME TAaiEAi/ 
SHOWN HIM By _, ^ 
FLICKERING CAA/£>C£- 
L/GMT... 



RECO/L/AVG AT THE G&LSCY HORROR 



OH MY GOD/ 
T- THOSE 
GOBLETS... 

THAT SCV>X. 

IT.., IT /SA/'T 
ff/Mf IT C- 
COULPN'T 
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sw/A/ef 1 
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THUS BEGINS AN ORGY OF BLOOQ, PSflTW ANt> Si-AUGHTeX/ \ 



mpmm w 

...TURN NOW TO THE YEAR "1931 
FOR THE PROLOGUE: 2 AM DEAD. 

2 AM BURIED! \ 

...THIS FETID PLACE IS SOMEWHERE 
|N 4/WCAWSAS ... IT IS A PRISON . . . 
OR, AT LEAST, PART OF A PRISON > 
. THIS DEATH INFESTED SWAMP IS THE 




...THE MAN IS ED WARTON...THAT WAS HIS NAME... TILL 
THEY TOOK IT AWAY FROM HIM... GAVE HIM A NUMBER... 



...ED WARTON IS ATTEMPTING TO ESCAPE THIS 
RIDICULOUS PLACE WHERE MANY LIKE HE ARE 
SHUT AWAY FOR LIFE . . . FOR AN ETERNITY— 
AWAY FROM LIFE.. -TO WHICH HE NOW TRIES 
TO RETURN... THROUGH THIS LUNATIC WALL... 
WHOSE VERY STDNE BRICKS ARE ALIVE AND 
GRIP AND GRAB HIS LEGS, RIP AND TEAR AT 
HIS ARMS, RETARD HIS EVERY STRUGGLE to 
EVEN BREATHE,.. 
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IF i^-*" 



. OK-AY W^ 

CREEPS... ™ 






•«iS:>' 



fcE 







y^a 



... ED WARTON FELL INTO _ 
THE PIT HEAVILY.. . HIS UM» 
CRACKED AGAINST THE . T" 
STONY BOTTOM OF THE PIT... 
HIS EYES BEGAN TO SHUT ■ 

THE MOMENT THE CASE TOPl 

WAS DROPPED AND LOCKED..,! 

AND IT WAS THEN THAT ED 

WARTON DIED... 







...THE 
6TARINS 
GLIMMER 



THINS IN IT STANDS AT THE PROW 
THRU NO- DIMENSIONAL EYE'S THAT 
A<3 THEY THREATEN TO FALL HELPLESSLY 
FROM THEIR FETID SOCKETS... 
FCR HOURS TURN INTO 
DAYS... AND THE THINS IS 
STARTING TO DETERIORATE. 



...FLESH BEGINS TO DROP OFF. ..SLIDE 
DOWN ONTO THE BOTTOM OF THE BOAT... 
COLLECT INTO A HORRID PUDDLE... 

... BUT THE BOAT STILL SLIDES THROUGH 
THE SWAMP... SEARCHING FOR AN EXIT... 







' I WANT TO KEEP THE IMA6E X 
THAT THE MUUDY CHARACTER 
ESTABLISHED EARLIER IN THE 
STOff y. . . THAT THE SWAMP PRISON 
15 INESCAPABLE ...BUT THIS 
WARTON CORPSE HAS A FIXED 
WIND... HE'S DETERMINED... 

BENT ON ONLY ONE END.. 
ESCAPE... 





... OFTEN HARD-TO COME-BY CONCLUSIONS ARE EASIER SOLVED BY 6UMPSINS AT LOGIC. ..AND TO BE 
LOGICAL IN THIS CASE WE MUST RETURN TO WHERE LOGIC LEFT OFF... LET US ATTEMPT TO DO 
JUST THAT NOW AS WE RETURN TO A SCENE PAYS EARLIER . . . 



C*S 



^ssmrT 7 ~ar 



THHE IVIIGH 



FRANK TANNER'S STRIDENT PLEAS ARE ABRUPTLY CHOKED I 
OFF BYTHE CORRUSCATING FLARE OF BERSERK 
LIGHTNING. AND JAGGED FINGERS OF CAPRICIOUS 
FATE DESCEND FROM THE ROILING FIRMAMENT TO TOY 
WITH THE DESTINIES OF MORTALS... 




I WELL, COUSIN, \ THANKS, JOHN. BUT I CAN'T 
I LOOKS LIKE YOU UNDERSTAND WHY UNCLE 
\ HIT THE JACKPOT. S PHINEAS WOULD LEAVE HIS 
f CONGRATULATIONS.' J FORTUNE TO ME.,. I SAW 
HIM ONLY ONCE ~AS ACHILD. 
THE ONLY THING I REMEMBER IS 
. THAT HE SEEMED TO L0A7HGMZ. 




PHINEAS TANNER'S LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT, LIKE SO MANY OTHERS, HAD 
, SEEN ANNOUNCED BY AN UNCONCERNED EXECUTOR WITHIN THE 
SOLEMNLY AUSTERE CONFINES OF AN OAK-PANELED OFFIC6...WWLE 
FORMER FRIENDS AND RELATIVES OF THE DECEASED A SSUMED THE 

'ASPECTS OF IMPATIENT VULTURES... tl 5 

" ~ AND TO MY NEPHEW. FRANK 

TANNER, I BEQUEATH THE 
BULK OF MY FORTUNE.FIVE 
MILLION DOLLARS IN 
NEGOTIABLE BONDS, UPON 
COMPLIANCE WITH THIS 
STIPULATION.-THAT HE MARRY 
BEFORE MIDNIGHT OF THE 
THIRD DAY FOLLOWING 
THE READING OF THIS 
WILL... 



W6LL.HIS WIFE DIEDONTHEIR WEDDING V NO... I DON'T. I IMAGINE ' 

NIGHT AND MILLIONAIRES HAVEA 

PROCLIVITY FOR ECCENTRICITY ANYWAY, 
FRANK. I GUESS DEAR UNCLE WAS NO 
EXCEPTION. HAVE YOUAGIRLFR1END IN 
MIND FORTHE PROSPECTIVE —AND 
EMINENTLY LUCKY- BRIDE? 





THOUGHTS OF THE PAST ABRUPTLY VANISH AS THE THUNDER 
PLAYS A HORRI9LE CANTATA, STRIKING A DISSONANT CHORD 
UPON AN ANCIENT TREE -CHIPS OF FLAMING BARK ERUPT 
FROM THE ASSAULTED TRUNK... 



AND SLOWLY.AS IF IN ARRESTED MOTION.THE PONDEROUS 
TREE TOPPLES FORWARD AND CRASHES DOWN, SOUNDING THE 
C ONCLUSIVE D RUM BEAT OF AN APPARENT DEATH LITURGY. .. 

BARBARA.' SHE'S GONE.' THE TREE'S CRUSHED 
;-- WE'LL NEVER BE MARRIED NOW... CURSE 
FATE THAT WE SHOULD MEET ONLY TO BE, 




■ : 



THEY MET.AS SOMAN/ PEOPLE DO,ONTHE STREET,AMIDST 
THE BUSTLE OF SO WAN? OTHERS TOO PREOCCUPIED WITH 
PETTY AFFAIRS TO CHANCE SUCH A MEETING ... 



WELL, FRANK, I SUPPOSE 
THERE WOULO BE A 
NUMBER OF GIRLS WILLIMG 
TO MARRY YOU f SPLlT THE 
INHERITANCE, AND THEN 
DIVORCE YOU -- IF YOU'RE 

SURE THAT'S 

WHAT YOU 
WANT... 












-..NIGHTMARE #12 is the SWAMP ISSUE 
inside this weird-fai-bloated-awful bundle ot HORROR 
are an exciting number of things going' on in SWAMPS : 

in the cover story 1 AM DEAD: 1 AM BUR1EO there 

is a man-macabre trying to constantly get OUT. oi *a : 
SWAMP ... in the ASSASSIN-BUG there's a guy who 
BURIES HIS BENT-BRAiN in a SWAMP , - . ail kirtdsa 
stuff like that ooinq on in SWAMPS mis issue . . . 
which is wriv~this LETTERS-EDITORIAL PAGE Is 


... A auippt-00«r auiamp nf 
arrpamtng arrawltnga . . . 




. COMICS OPINION . 




" '. .;■ .;!. don't, know' why, 
era'ptly.L .you : cancelled: ~l\-W- 
HEAP colored comic -and. your 
■others, but ■ - 1- m "very ; giacS you 
■Oi a for sev- 

It Seenis pretty : Obvious ^that 
the cpiored acinic i medium : is' 
on the way DOWNHILL - ; : . .'. 
thai they won't, last very long 

'.. . 'and. rightfully, so, for -what 

■. - ■ .:■■■■ ! i! 
assd approach is the PAST . . 
anS aiUwugfi ovvrybc^y seems 
to be going for a- big last-try 

Effort; "the ^sophistical ion of 
today's comic- audience is not 

: jping to aeceptit :■-.. 
. . you pub lis}i what can onlv; 
SERIOUSLY be called : ;''p" 
UATURf mag'azine :;';'*.■■ -one. iof 
Ihe son for thi t 

: lhe FINISHED QUALITY oi the 
.artwork- -. .the- black.. arid 
wiiita magazine ^format ' is. 

'totally finished ' artwork ■■'.,:. ; It- 

'presents a : more, conservative 

t lOW KEY apprca; 
■Ihe older and . mora intelligent 
readeY more ; than > the colored. 
csmics .'holding lines' approach 
. .it's .a: SHAME;. that, some 
of !be new -young and Brilliant 

artists fthe sd-calisd fan artists) 

'have gone Over to the big-buck. 

ioolored: line- :...".; I'fie. kiddie 

;comics of superherbes and; re- : 

I. :.1 -. ..» ir. -i -. .■ ,: 

they cared niore'aSoy: art and 
legitimate comics'. '..progress 
ihey might care, less '.about 
money' and; -work :withiri ,'tfiej 

Bv» *••<! »ni*» ',:»sife'. i.-Ji 
older, market in this field-..,'"' 

\, .this —opinion : represents 
ihe first . in a. series 1 (we hope) 
of comlES-eoRwnent by yOU '.-..: 
Ihe reader' , , -. and we ■invito 
your patlicipaiidti . ;»„:':-be ! 3y..re 
to include; your .photograph 
when writing : '. we. will pub- 
lish. :tMS feature as frequently 

' as you participate 





lly planning for 



. . . he does this by staring out the 15th 
York office window for 3 or 4 days at s 
turns to Archaic Al and profoundly suggests 
you think maybe we should kill ofl the 



i established FACT he viciously knifed 2 el 

operators, slaughtered 8 cab-drivers, shot 5 si 

inductors, and strangled 18 innocent people c 

reet . . . and that was just on the way to the 

ib morning ... 

. . if you see this guy on the street, roller-cc 
mny arcade, or ANYWHERE usual-cr-unusual 
IDE . . . YOU may be NEXT . . . 



. . . Chuck Ward writes: "... I 
feel confident that you are one 
company whose editor actually 
READS and PAYS ATTENTION 



) their 



. fan c 



. this is absolutely 
true, an were going to get a 
little postcard printed up and 
write personal 'notes' to EVERY- 
BODY who writes in just to let 
EVERYBODY who writes in 
KNOW that EVERYBODY who 
writes in gets their letter read 
and paid-a ' 



Terry Melt 



30, 



... to tell you the truth folks, 
science fiction is very unpopular 
in the comics' market, for some 
unknown and very strange rea- 
son that no publisher or editor 
has ever been able to figure 
out . . . but we'll publish it in 
SMALL DOSES from time to 
time, even tho HORROR is our 
DEFINITE BAG . . . GRUMPY 
GARDNER FOX has penned a 
nt work for us titled: 
THE SWORDSMAN OF SARN! 
which is the cover story for the 
upcoming PSYCHO #12 . . 



... we are terribly, terribly and 
sincerely, sincerely sorry people 

perhaps in the FUTURE we can 
run a subscription department 
but not at the moment . . . 

. . . Charles Hart of Chatta- 
nooga, writes that HOMICIDAL 
HERSCHEL WALDMAN is his 
favourite artist . . . 

... I have to tail you this 
Chuck, but H.H.W. is the PUB- 
LISHER . . . this letter looks 
really suspicious ... I think 
Hersch made it all up himself 
. . . beats me how he got a 
cancelled Chattanooga postal 
mark on the envelope tho' . . . 

. . . ONE more . . . from Mark 
Davis of Asherville, North Caro- 
lina ... I DIG NIGHTMARE, it 
Is an exceptional horror maga- 
zine, but you don't include the 
really great monsters enough 
... I think the HEAP is great 
but what about DRACULA (see 
an upcoming PSYCHO), the 
CREATURE FROM THE BLACK 
LAGOON, (see an upcoming 
SCREAM SCREEN SCENE in a 



future issue), the WEREWOLF 
(check out our new werewolf 
two-part Story . . . THE WERE- 
WOLF MACABRE, soon), FRAN- 
KENSTEIN, (oh yes yes, very 
soon, VERY soon), KING KONG, 
GODZILLA and so on? It also 



3 DO . 



t THE 



1 page 



CLASSIC CREEPS, a 1 

that'll perfectly fit your likes . . . 
and watch for HEAVIER HOR- 
ROR in the future, folk ... you 
DEMANDED it . . . 

DEFINITELY run out of space 
... to those many of you who 
wrote in and didn't get men- 
tioned, don't worry, we'll get 
round to printing as many 

FIT in' 






R.I.P. 



WITNESS THE ULTIMATE INCIDENT IN A MAD SBMS OF Q&OT/S-- WEIRD AMD AH/HJlENDS... FOR THEY WERE 





JJBMBli 



OKAW BABY... INTO ] 
THE BAG AGAIN 
BEFORE... 

'.GOOD 600^ 

^YOU'VE GftOWN... 

I DUWWO WHAT'S 
HAPPENED HERE 
BUT SET SACK 
INTO THE BAG 
BEFORE THE 
GUARD SETS 




"...AMD OLOLAOY ANNIE — SHE'S HAD H" COMIN 1 
FOR MONTHS EVER SINCE HER STREETBOy HUSBAND 
DIED... SHE'S BEEN SHOOTIH' OF HER MOUTH TO 
THE PAPER9 ABOUT HOW THE ORGANIZATION 
WORKS... " 

"wm &$& 

...mOOte THEY DO... B'JTTHE ONE WHO POES THE 
KtLUNQ IS NOT HAWK, BUT HIS "PEV "AND WITH 
EVERY DEATH THE HORRIBLE THINS G^O*VS... 



$1$^ 





/if D 



HAS IT ALL HAPPENED OR HAS IT 
MOTP 




HE DIDN'T ASK FOR LIFE; IT WAS HAUDED 
TO HIM ON A NOT- SO -SILVER PLATTER. 
HE DIDN'T ASK FOR KINDNESS OR UNDER- 
STANDING EITHER, FOR TH05E TWO ITEMS 
WERE NEVER HANDED TO HIMONAW/WWfi 
BUT OTHER THINGS WERE . CRUELTY 
INJUSTICE .AND HATE, 





THEY SAW MIS HEAD 
BECOME STILL WHEN 
IT FELL BACK INTO THE 
SNOW, THE OLDER 
YOUTH 3UMPED OFF 
THE BOY AND STOOD 
SILENTLY BESIDE HIS 
FfflENDS .THEY LOOKED'', 
AT EACH OTHER.AND _ 
A TRACE OF FEAR 
HAUNTED THEIR EYES. 




THEIR FEAR GREW AND IN A MOMENT, HAD DEVOURED THEM, MAKING 
THEM RUN AWAY. THE SOY LAY IN THE COLD SNOW FOR OVER AN 
HOUR , DURING WHICH TIME. SOFT WHITE FLAKES ADDED TO WHAT HAD 
ALREADY ACCUMULATED. WHEN HE AWOKE, HE WAS SHIVERING AND 
COUGHING. HIS BODY WAS FROZEN , AND HE COULD FEEL NO PAIN, 
IN A WAV A BLESSIN.S, FOR HIS WOUNDS WERE DEEP AND THE PAIN, 
HAD HE BEEN ABLE TO FEEL IT, WOULD HAVE BEEN HORRENDOUS. 
SOBBING, HIS TEARS TURNING TO ICE ON DEFORMED CHEEKS ,HE SLOWLY 
PICKED HIMSELF UP AND ALONE , WALKED DOWN THE DESERTED STREET. 



THE TREK HOME WAS LOMS AND TIRING. 
AS HE WALKED, FEELING CAME BACK TO 
HIS BODY, AND WITH IT, AGONIZING 
PAIN, WHEN HE FINALLY MADE IT TOTHE 
BUILDING" WHICH SHOULD HAVE SEEN 
CALLED CONDEMNED INSTEAD OF HOME, 
HE WAS TOO WEAK EVEN TO CRY. 
INSTEAD, HATRED BURNED WITHIN 
HIM— A HATRED SO POWERFUL THAT 
HIS BODY SHOOK FROMTWE TNOUSHT 
OF IT. HE PASSED HIS PARENTS AT THE 
SUPPER TABLE, BUT HE SAID NOTHING. 
THE PARENTS LOOKED AT SACH OTHER, 
THEN LOWERED THEIR GAZE. THEY 
DIDN'T HAVE TO SAY ANYTHING. THEY 
KNEW WHAT HAD HAPPENED. FOR IT 
HAD HAPPENED BEFORE, AND DEEP 
DOWN, ALTHOUGH THEY PRAYED IT 
WOULDN'T, THEY KNEW IT WOULD 
HAPPEN AGAIN .THE BOY WALKED 
QUIETLY TO HIS ROOM AMD 
LAY DOWN exHALlSTEP... 




YEARS SWEPT BY AND THE BOY . 
EIGHTEEN . HE HAD MOVED MANY 
TIMES IN THE LAST FEW yEARS, 
ALWAYS TO SET AWAY FflOM. 
THOSE WHO DESPISED HIM. BUT, 
HE HAP NEVER FORGOTTEN 
THE ATROCITIES HEAPED UPON 
HIM ON THAT CERTAIN NIGHT 
YEARS AGO. HATRED STILL 
BURNED WITHIN KIM. HE KNEW 
HIS REVENGE WOULD COME, 8UT 
HE HAD NEVER KNOWN HOW OR 
WHEM-AND THEN, ON THAT 
FATEFUL NiGHTOF HIS EIGHTEENTH 
BIRTHDAY, THECHANGE ocCUREp 
AND HE kNEW THE ANSWERS 
TO SOTH QUESTIONS. SO HERE 
HE WAS, EXACTLY ONE MONTH 
AFTER THE RATHER SAP BIRTHDAY 
CELEBRATION, COMPLETELY AT 
EASE , AND TOTALLY READY FOR 
WHAT HE KNEW WOULD HAPPEN, i 



HE SAW THEM ACROSS THE STREET, BUT HE 
CONTINUED WALKING, NEVER ONCE 
GLANCING IN THEIR DIRECTION , HE KNEW 
THEY WOULD BE TALKING ABOUT HIM, AND 
THE EXCITEMENT ROSE WITHIN HIM- 





HE FEU. ONTO HIS SACK AND LAY 
THERE STARING UP AT THOSE WHO 
WAT ED HIM . HE SMILED AS HE SAW 
THE MOON BREAK THROUGH THE 
CLOUDS, ANp WITH THE IRONIC 
SMtLE STILL ON HIS LIPS HE 
BEGAN TO SPEAK SOFTLY 



AND NOW IT WAS FINISHED. THEY WOULD NO LONGER 
TORMENT KIM. BUT THERE WERE OTHERS TO DEAL WITH. 
- OTHERS WHO HADHURTHlM.WHOHADTOBE 
KW/&H5P. HE OJM9ED THE SMALL RAILING ON A 
BUILDING THAT LEAD TO THE ROOF. AND WHILE THE 
MOON DISAPPEARED BEHIND A CtOi/0 ,HE QUtCKLy 
LOST HIM9ELF IN BARKNMSS. 



... this ... is PSYCHO No. XX ... the ASYLUM -v, 
issue ... featuring 'THE MAD-DOLL MAN' ...'U* 




... this ... is THE 1973 NIGHTMARE WINTER* 
SPECIAL ... Seaturing ... 'BEWARE IT ... FEAR 
IT... IT SCREAMS! 





...SCREAM... 

. < Wnat £vei hahterzEci to <sA/ oifsiatu? . . . 

,<Wkob. 0, SUmi?... 

.<~Wku...<Bw, a xi <JL SWn'i Sally Xtgfc?.,. 

. My nzie ai£ -Jns. ^Vamhlxs, u~gfcke&4,; „*, 

. <Wbn does Die OUa <Jn OL "Box 3(dl?.. . 



tfOU i 



A. 



now the arn.wE.xi. uou 

SCREAM 



dL Jfa, 



tU ofe»«« o« aattn&oj, 1*W, (glottic 



tL 



,/„ 



rf c maniacal mind of c4im%Udi 
,f i& «ffli«W»<K«j»<, . . . «?«£,>« off JfweUon . . . 

So™// . . . u»J« a m*U*l oo„, £j 5ft» 5( £ /% . . . 



. do uou J\now nova to . 
... SCREA.M ... 





. . . Mr £ cm'// tzactz uou 
How to... SCREAM 




. . .it's coming soon in the 
SKYTOAXD HORROR-MOOD 



. miss luiSiimg not . 




